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that is temporall, is but a caterpiller got into one
corner of my garden, but a mill-dew fallen upon one
acre of my Corne/

These personal passages have often for us another
interest: we find in them a curious modern note or
quality which we find almost nowhere else in the literature
of that age. For in spite of his medieval cast of thought
Donne was in some ways the most modern writer of his
period ; in his poems and in his strange, feverish Medita-
tions there is a subtlety of self-analysis, an awareness of
the workings of his own mind, which seems to belong to
the nineteenth rather than to the seventeenth century.
We hear him confessing, for instance, how, while he is
preaching, he is partly in the pulpit; partly in his
library at home ; partly expounding his text, and partly
thinking what his congregation will say to each other of his
sermon when it is finished. So, too, with regard to prayer:

* When we consider with a religious seriousnesse the
manifold weaknesses of the strongest devotions in time
of Prayer, it is a sad consideration. I throw my selfe
downe in my Chamber, and I call in, and invite God,
and his Angels thither, and when they are there, I
neglect God and his Angels, for the noise of a Flie,
for the ratling of a Coach, for the whining of a doore ;
I talke on, in the same posture of praying ; Eyes lifted
up ; knees bowed downe ; as though I prayed to God ;
and, if God, or his Angels should aske me, when I
thought last of God in that prayer, I cannot tell:
Sometimes I finde that I had forgot what I was about,
but when I began to forget it, I cannot tell. A memory
of yesterdays pleasures, a feare of to morrows dangers,
a straw under my knee, a noise in mine eare, a light in
mine eye, an any thing, a nothing, a fancy, a Chimera
in my braine, troubles me in my prayer. So certainely
is there nothing, nothing in spirituall things, perfect
in this world/